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A MIDNIGHT VOYAGE

OUR VOYAGE was to begin at midnight from
near Limehouse Hole. The hour and the place
have been less promising in the beginning of
many a strange adventure. Where the voyage
would end could not be said, except that it
would be in Bugsby's Reach, and at some time
or other. It was now ten o'clock, getting
towards sailing time, and the way to the foreshore
was unlighted and devious. Yet it was somewhere
near. This area of still and empty night railed
off from the glare of the Commercial Road would
be Limehouse Church. It is foolish to suppose
you know the Tower Hamlets because you have
seen them by day. They change. They are like
those uncanny folk of the fables. At night,
wonderfully, they become something else, take
another form which has never been more than